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Our senses, lo, a casual scent or word
Levels, and 't is the soul that hears and sees!
Play on, dear girl, and many "be the years
Ere some grayhaired survivor sit like me
And, for thy largess pay a meed of tears
Unto another who, beyond 'the sea
Of Time and Change, perhaps not sadly hears
A music in this verse undreamed by thee 1
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It is of interest to know that the goddaughter was a child of
Leslie Stephen.

IN* good old times, which means, you know,

The time men wasted long ago,

And we must blame our brains or mood

If that we squander seems less good,

In those blest days when wish was act

And fancy dreamed itself to fact,

Godfathers used to fill with guineas

The cups they gave their pickaninnies,

Performing functions at the chrism

Not mentioned in the Catechism,

No millioner, poor I fill up

With wishes my more modest cup,

Though had I Amalthea's horn

It should be hers the newly born.

Nay, skudder not!    I should bestow it

So brimming full she could n't blow it.